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Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong;
What black, what ceaseless cares, besiege our state?
What strokes we feel from fancy, and from fate?
If fate forbears us, fancy strikes the blow,
We make misfortune; Suicides in woe.                         90
Superfluous aid! unnecessary skill!
Is nature backward to torment, or kill?
How oft the noon, how oft the midnight bell,
(That iron tongue of death!) with solemn knell,
On folly's errands as we vainly roam,                        95
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from home?
Men drop so fast, ere life's mid stage we tread,
Few know so many friends alive, as dead.
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace,
We press coy fortune with unslacken'd pace;           100
Our ardent labours for the toys we seek,
Join night to day, and Sunday to the week:
Our very joys are anxious, and expire
Between satiety and fierce desire.
Now what reward for all this grief, and toil?           105
But one; a female friend's endearing smile;
A tender smile, our sorrows' only balm,
And, in life's tempest, the sad Sailors' calm.
How have I seen a gentle Nymph draw nigh,
Peace in her air, perswasion in her eye;                   no
Victorious tenderness! it all o'ercame,
Husbands look'd mild, and savages grew tame.
The Sylvan race our active Nymphs pursue;
Man is not all the game they have in view:
In woods, and fields their glory they compleat,         115
There Master Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate;
While fair Miss Charles to Toilets is confin'd,